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Author's Notes: 

| see that this MEM are absolutely hot to be a couple. They seem so beautiful (if) they are together (in 
reality). well, even it is just my fantasy, | tried to make it real (at least) in my fantasy world. 

this time, the story is told in Vreth's point of view 


| am in the tour now. It is kinda busy, exhausting, and sometimes boring. The weather ain't really good 

nowadays and makes me often get cold and fever, especially after the show. A bare chest outfit is not a good 
choice, I'm sure. | cannot imagine how if we are touring without other band mates like Turisas. We are touring 
together this season-this disastrous season. The weather is just very sucks. The Turisas guys are very warm 


and humorous. It makes us forget a bit about the god-damn weather and the cold for sure. 


So far, all of the guys are very kind and humble, but one man catches my attention. Skrymer often says that 
its something unintentionally happen where two bands-have their front-men with the same name, same ages, 
and almost same date of birth-are touring together. Yes, sir, it is that man whom Skrymer tells me a lot. 


Mathias Nygard is the name of that man 


| never understand on why | can think about that. | wonder that maybe something wrong happens inside me. It 
can be something process something else error in my brain. Once | think that it is quite common when a man 
admires the other-just like if we have an idol who can be a talented musician maybe. It is once normal but | 


think back, how if it was not. 


What makes me think it was not quite okay is that | observes the entire things in him-all the things, big and 
small things. | always takes chance to observes him and what he does secretly. | usually feel uncomfortable by 


myself, but keep going with it. He is a holy grail for my eyes. 


Mathias is a wonderful man. It seems like he is sculptured by Michaelangelo with such beauty. Like a marble 
masterpiece artwork, he always makes everybody who sees him amazed. | am one of those people. | am one of 


the most girls who admire him. Yeah, what the fuck to be in the part of fan-girls of Mathias Nygtrd. 


| sit in the corner of a bar after a show. Everybody seems like enjoy themselves, talking each other. Yet, me, 
the nerdy personality in the outfit of a cool man, sit alone and thinks about someone like a teenage girl. | light 
a cigarette and glance secretly to someone in other corner of the bar. He sits with some guys and talks about 


something fun. 


| scratch my head like a moron. That face is just too beautiful to see. It can be one of nature's perfect 
masterpieces. Something that very precious likes diamond-can be seen but can be hardly owned. | just keep 
going and let the error roams my brain and burn my common sense nerve. I'm a neurotic now. 

Even in the dim of bar lights, | can easily notice that Mathias’ eyes are blue. It is brighter than mine and 
round, makes him looks cheerful. His nose is sharp, not too long and smaller than mine. His lips is something 
kissable-a cherry, tiny and wet. His face looks as manly as it is square and wide-a very contrastive with my 


oval and narrow face. His jaw bones are strong, so does his high cheekbones that clearly seen if he smiles. 


Just right in the time | think about his smile, he notices my sight and smiles at me. He waves his hand to me 
and makes me so silly with all the things in my head. My heart beats faster as | smoke deeply and he walks 


from his corner, approaches me in this corner. 


"Hey, Mathias," he greets me warmly, makes me just smile, as | will not let myself doing anything ridiculous in 


front of him. 

"Hey, buddy," | shift a little bit to let him sit beside me. 

"Are you sick?" he looks at my face so deeply, makes me wanna die. My face seems reddened so fast like a 
boiled crab. | don't know whether he always seems care to anyone or not. What | know is that his attention 


warms my heart. 


| chuckle and sip a glass of beer, "no, I'm okay with a pack of red Marlboro and a glass of beer," | say, "Do | 
look like?" 


"You look pretty pale, man," he giggles. 

The sound of his giggle and the way he does it makes me dying. 
"Oh, fuck, l'm an elf, remember," | smile, "elf is usually pale." 
"God-damned elf, you're right," he pokes my shoulder. 


His shoulder is right next to mine. Even if it is covered by jacket, | can feel the warmth from him. Moreover, | 


love his shoulder, it is strong and reliable, makes me imagine if | rest in that shoulder. 


"What are you thinking about, elf? You look so curious about something," his heavy and sexy voice brings me 


back to the reality. 

| laugh again to hide my clumsy mind, "Nothing, dude," | light a cigarette for more and offer him to get one. 
"What do you think about the tour?" he asks. 

"Pretty good, | think," | drink my beer, "you guys pretty fun, make this tour not boring” 

"Really?" he glances at me with his poisonous beautiful eyes. 


| try to look at him right in his eyes, "well, fuck yeah," but | cannot stand for more than two seconds. It is 


killing me. 

| have no words to say. 

"Oh, sorry, Mathias, | still want to be here, for longer, but | have to go, now," he suddenly says. 

‘Its okay, Mathias," | smile but regret myself as | think that | may make him bored with my no-words act. 
"See you in the hotel,” he pokes my shoulder and walks out. 

| walk out and get back to the hotel by myself. Accompanied by a cigarette, | walk alone and think about many 
things in my mind. The brain error affects my body, makes it trembled and sore. | try to find some perfect 


words to explain my feeling. 


Oh, finally | get it. l'm falling in love. I'm falling in love with Mathias Nygard. 
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| open the door of my room. Before | enter the room, | can see someone moves closer from the end of 
corridor. It is Mathias. He is telephoning someone and does not notice me. So | just enter my room and close 


the door. 


It is 0900 PM and | start to feel sleepy. My body wants to fuck the bed right now, but today is the fifth day 
after | take my last bath. So, before going to bed, | decide to take a bath. | go to the bathroom to fill the tub 
with hot water. 


| look at my own face in the bathroom mirror. | smile to myself and start to take my clothes off. Now | stare 
at my fully naked body. A thin body with flat chest and belly, and get some of the ribs stick out, narrow 
shoulders and slim arms like girls. Sometimes, Finntroll guys like to bully me by saying that I'm a girl without 


boobs. 


Then, | dip my body in the bathtub and let my hair wet. The temperature of the water makes me so relax. | 
think about Mathias, then | imagine how if he shares the bathtub with me, it will be a great experience. | can 
rely on his shoulder until | fall asleep. 


| rub my armpits, then my whole body. Yet | stop when | touch my own groin An ecstasy suddenly appears. 
An evil fantasy comes to my head as | touch my private part. | wonder what does Mathias’ dick looks like. | 
imagine that it will be the sexiest dick I've ever seen in my life. It must be big, hard, and strong. Oh, God! l'm 


crazy now. 


This is not the first time | think erotically about a man, because basically, | never interested to women, | 
realize that I'm a homosexual in my early puberty stage. | just keep it as secret from anyone. Nobody knows 
it, even my band mates. They never know that | never touch any women. What they know is that | fuck some 


fan-girls like many musician do. 


| realize about the peculiarity in myself for a long time. Unlike other homosexual people, | do not attempt to 
look for a partner-romantically or sexually. | never did before, but | want to, now. | love Mathias and want him 
so bad-even it is wrong and impossible. 


| am a virgin man who trapped in the outfit of a playboy-look man, 


My dick suddenly hardens when | think about Mathias. | touch it and jerk slowly. Masturbation is the only 


sexual pleasure | ever get in my life-in my 25 years of life. | never want to be fucked so bad like now. | feel 
my ass ticklish like it wants a new experience of being penetrated. | touch it and rub the hole with a fingertip. 
It feels good, so good. It is so tight but wants to be penetrated soon. 


| brace myself to insert my point finger inside the hole. First, it feels itchy, and after | move it | can feel the 
pleasure inside a soft and warm flesh. | moan slowly as | reach something inside my ass. It is magical because 
when | push, mu body trembles so bad in pleasure. Then, | realize that it must be a kind of prostate gland. 


| move out from the bathtub, dried my body and my hair. Without any clothes, | go to my bedroom, feels like 
I'm sleepy. Yet, | decide to play first with my body that once trembles in pleasure on the bathtub. 


My dick is hardened again | grab it and caress the pink tip with my own thumb finger. | start to moan again. | 
lay in my back with legs wide open. My right hand works with my horny dick while the left one start to play 
with my tiny asshole. | close my eyes and imagine that Mathias is with me, screw me so bad until l'm 
unconscious. | imagine how hid hard dick impales my ass roughly. It must be painful in the first time but must 
be turned to be pleasurable. 


| jerk my dick so bad. My left middle finger is inside out my ass. | moan and call Mathias name again and again. 
| never feel any masturbation like this before. It is the greatest sexual experience in my life. 


Gasping in ecstasy | cannot hold any longer and orgasm not long after. | imagine that Mathias squirt his semen 
inside my ass. It must be so fucking good-so | come. The semen warms my belly, and | feel like my world turns 
around and around. | cannot do anything but pull the blanket on and forget everything as | enter my dream. 
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| forget what day this is. | don't remember how long this tour is. | just don't want this tour end too soon 
Mathias Nygtrd is with me in the tour. | love him so much, more than all of his silly fan girls do. | just want 


to be close to him-at least see him everyday. 

Skrymer starts to notice the peculiarity in me. He asks if I'm okay for more than a hundred times during the 
tour, especially when | feel nervous to see Mathias. | don't want that bastard know about this. He may laugh at 
me so fucking bad until he gets choked. He will tell everybody about this and bully me-agair! 

| sit in the chair in backstage after another show ends. My body covered with sweat and it smells so bad. | 
just keep sitting and light a cigarette on. Oh, a bottle of Heineken also companies me sweetly. | glance to the 
left side of backstage and see someone | love so badly. 

Mathias is there, still in Warlord's outfit. Even his red painted face still makes me melt like cheese. | drink my 
beer and pretend that l'm careless about him. Yeah, it's fucking pretending my ass. He is there, laughs with 
some chicks in sexy dress. What the fuck, those bitches wanna die! | feel like | want to throw this bottle in my 
hand to their heads. 


l'm jealous. Fuck! 


Pity on me, Skrymer comes to me in the time | don't want to be disturbed. He sits beside me, takes one of my 


cigarettes and drinks his own beer. 
"What are you doing here?" | ask coldly. 
"Nothing, just wanna feel the breeze, today is hot-unlike usual," he smiles like devil through his blonde beard. 


"Oh yeah, fucking true," | smoke my cigarette deeply and glance at Mathias-who is still there with some 
bitches. 


"Are you okay?" Skrymer starts again. | feel so pissed off when he does it. 


"What the fuck about if I'm fucking okay!" | snap loudly and stand up, "I am!" | pretend. 


Skrymer looks at me with no word. | see Mathias and those chicks do the same things. For some seconds 


everything turns to be awkward moment. 
"Wow, you mad at me, Mathias," Skrymer smiles awkwardly. 


| sigh. "I'm okay, and stop asks me if I'm okay," | say while glance at Mathias who looks at me in wondering 


looks. 


| walk away and smoke my cigarette. 


| keep silent for the rest of the day. | feel that this is too much. My common sense starts to fade away- 
quickly. l'm a neurotic, psychopathic person. God, | don't know why, but | think that Mathias turns me crazy. | 


start to feel that he is mine and no one is allowed to be with him. I'm a possessive bitch now. 


What | see this afternoon is nothing than what | see now. We are in the bar again-all of Turisas and Finntroll 


guys. The bar is full with metal music fans. It is a kind of silly metal party or something. | hate all of this shit. 


There are some cool metal guys, and then there are many bitches too. It is right. We are under siege of 
bitches in sexy dresses-in sexier outfit than what | saw this afternoon. Those straight guys are mad with the 


ecstasy of female bodies. l'm afraid that Mathias is one of them. 
| laugh sarcastically. "Fuck those bitches, you all motherfucking bastards!" | chuckle and swallow a shot of 
vodka. | forget how many shot of vodka that comes through my throat. My face seems reddened | think. Some 


bitches look at me like l'm a prince charming and start to tease me with their spells. 


| chuckled and take one more shot. "Mathias LillmTns, you are very sexy," one of the bitches put her hand in 


my thigh. I'm not seduced at all. 


| smile and burp loudly. "Just go away, whores, I'm not interested with you all," | say. They look each other. "| 
don't like fucking pussy," | laugh. | think I'm drunk now. One of the bitches slaps my cheek. 


‘Oh, you slap me bitch!" | snap. "Just go away from me!" 


People around me look at me awkwardly. Again, it's happened. | don't know why but loving Mathias makes me 


more sentimental and emotional now. 


| take one shot of vodka. | forget how many shot | do. My body trembles and my skin is going insensible. l'm 
drunk. | wanna back to the hotel. Just go to bed and sleep but it's hard to do. 


| stand up and walk. | hate when noises stab right in my ears and makes me dizzy as fuck | hate the dimness 


of bar lights because | cannot see anything when I'm drunk. | stumble like an idiot. 


"Perkele!" | curse at myself and try to wake up. People look at me-fucking again. | see Mathias is there in the 


crowd-look at me too. | see in a blurred vision he gets in front of the crowd and gives me a hand. 
| just stare at him like a pale marble statue. It needs some seconds to understand what he means. 
"Mathias, are you okay?" Mathias asks me and grabs my hand. 

Oh, Jesus, his hand is so warm. 

"For fuck sake, | am, sorry," | answer clumsily. 


Mathias smiles like an angel. | want to capture this moment forever. His beauty makes my head throbbing as 


my brain is gonna burst out like pop corn 

"Why don't get some fresh air outside, buddy?" he nudges my ribs with his elbow. 

| will not refuse that idea, man. Never. "Well, a good idea," | smile like psychopath. 

We walk out of the bar and go to the park. We sit side by side in a bench. Mathias is right. | need a fresh air 
to breathe. | feel relieve. His presence just makes another suffocation cause in me. He chokes me with his 
charming attitude. 


"Marlboro?" | offer him my cigarettes as | light one of them. 


"Thanks," he picks one and lights it. "You know my taste. | smoke Marlboro too, just forget where | put it," he 
gropes his jacket and found nothing. 


| feel my head still throbbing after the vodka. "I'm sorry for making trouble, perhaps you guys disturbed with 


my silliness." 


Mathias giggles. A giggle that makes me fly, even without smoke cannabis. "Never mind, sometimes | myself 
also do the same thing if I'm not okay." He says. 


| smile and look right to his bright blue eyes, "Are you a silly person, too?" | chuckle. 
"Yeah, off course. Olli may be the only equal rival in doing something silly in Turisas," he laughs. 


We are silent for a while. | glance at him and he does it too. | feel the world stops for seconds. He looks at me 
right in my eyes. 


"Oh, well," | shift my sight and smile clumsily. 


"Well, what?" Mathias nudges me and chuckles. 


| just look at him and laugh awkwardly. 

"Hm," he glances at me and rolls his magnificent eyes, "are you really okay?" 
| stop smiling, "oh, I'm not," | smoke my cigarette, "l'm drunk, Mathias." 

He pats my shoulder, "I know you're not okay since this afternoon’ 

| look at him again. Its because of you, stupid! 


‘Sometimes we need someone to talk with, but we fail to find," he says, "I'm not re right person too, but who 


knows l'm gonna be." 
His words kill me right. I'm an idiot to tell you that you're the main problem in my life now! 


"Thank you, maybe you're right, but at least I'm okay now, talking with you makes me forget all the troubles,” 
| pretend. Forget the trouble my ass! 


"Really? Oh maybe l'm the lucky one to wipe away somebody else's trouble," he smiles. 
"Thank you, Mathias, you're such a good friend," | pat his wide and strong shoulder. 


He keeps smiling like an angel in church's wall painting, "you too, | don't know, but maybe some similarities make 


us such good friends." 


Oh, God, l'm dying, he admits the similarities in us. | love you, Mathias, so much. | want to shout it loud before 


him. 


The night comes higher and we together walk to the hotel. This can be the happiest night in my life. Mathias is 
with me, talks about many things. He once seems like untouchable, but now he comes closer to me by himself. 


| cannot make sure, but he pulls himself close to me unintentionally, maybe he doesn't realize why, but | thank 


to God about this. 
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| hate these days when most of guys talk about the near end of this tour. The Scandinavian tour is going to 
come to its end, soon. We just take off from Copenhagen to Helsinki. There is only one show left for this tour. 
l'm afraid of something that | should not really care. l'm afraid of losing Mathias, or just being far from him 
after this show. There are so many negative speculations about what does happen when | rarely meet him 
later. Maybe he will forget me, or just considering me as someone he used to know. Maybe he will meet a girl, 


or somebody else. The band activities will separate us. 


| love those days when we became closer friends. We share many stories together. Only, the matter of 
relationship that we never talk about. | never ask him about his personal relationship with somebody. | don't 
want to know that he actually has girlfriend, it just makes me broken | enjoy the days we spent together. Plus, 
Skrymer stops ask me if I'm okay. | don't fucking care if he thinks that Mathias is the cure for my ‘not okay’ 


problem. 

| watch the ceiling of the airplane with no intention as bloody sweety Mathias sleeps in my arm. Once for a 
while | look at his face. | cannot hold my smile to see the cuteness in a manly face. | look around and 
everybody just busy with their sleep or their what the fuck activity. 

My hand becomes so tickly and cannot restrain itself to caress Mathias' brown hair. His hair is so soft. My 
caress makes him snuggles closer to my arm and his nose touches my neck. It feels so good but I'm afraid 
that my dick hardens in the improper place and situation 

Mathias moves his body. He wakes up and | try to act normally. He stretches his arms and look at me with 
sleepy face. 

He smiles, "How can | fall asleep?" 


"| don't know, but you look pretty tired," | answer and try to hide my excitement of the previous moment. 


"Really?" he rolls his big eyes like usual. The strike of cuteness stabs me right in my heart. He sighs and put 
his head in my arm~fucking again 


| feel my heart beating so fast like metal double-pedal drum playing. Blasting like hell, 'm anxious if he hears it. 


"Why snuggle like little kitten?" | giggle. 


He laughs, "Your arm is so warm, | can easily sleep on it, | don't know why." 


My arm is warm. Oh, yeah, he loves my arm. My heart beat just becomes faster. | want to tell him that | 
love him, so fucking bad. 


Helsinki metal sphere welcomes us back like heroes. They are always excited with our performance. Both of 


Turisas and Finntroll are such iconic bands. 


Being together in a stage with Turisas will never be forgotten for me. Especially, with Mathias sings by my 
side. He embraces me with his strong and muscular arm. | bet everybody can see the contrast of a handsome 


manly guy with the skinny dainty guy beside him. Well, just me and Mathias. 


There is always party to celebrate the success of bands overseas tour. We are in metal bar. Full of metal 
musicians and fans, | feel overwhelm with every situation like this. | hate the situation where | become more 


misogynic as | cannot refrain myself. The fan girls come to Mathias like a crowd of vultures enjoying carcass. 


One of them is pretty brave to kiss Mathias right in his lips. 


A girl kisses Mathias before my eyes. A girl who seems knows Mathias well. A girl who probably is his real 
girlfriend. 


| don't know that gay men always feel more jealousy than women, but | do. I'm jealous when fan girls come to 
Mathias. | realize many fan girls come to me too. Yet my cool and introvert personality stop them to always 
chase me. Some girls judge me as selfish and arrogant, but | just being myself, | see women in cold way, just 
no difference with straight men look at other men. Those girls want me to be charming and welcome them 
friendly, but | don't. So, they come to Mathias to make their expectation comes true. Mathias is a loving man. 
He is good in attitude, humble, charming, and so friendly with all of his fans-especially girls. He is an idol that 
worshipped by many crazy fan girls. 


Yet the girl who kisses him bothers me so bad. So bad, until | cannot manages my common sense in proper 


order. 


| sigh and ask a bottle of Koskenkorva vodka. | take one shot and attempt to get drunk again. I'm so childish, | 
know it. | just hate to see it all. | hate when Mathias seems more care to his fans. Fans are everything for 
him. | don't know, God. Plus, | hate the reality that | cannot be Mathias’ lover-no matter what. The separation 
after show may increase the impossibility to get him. 


What | know is that the Koskenkorva bottle almost empty quickly. | feel overwhelm with my own body. My 
brain, my nerve and my common sense are no longer synchronized. | walk like a blind zombie. | cannot see 
anything clearly. | realize how messy | look like. My hair is here and there, covers my sweated face. | curse all 


the way anybody touch me. 


| feel like l'm gonna stumble and | bet Mathias will not help me again He will forget me like shit. | try to be 


strong and not stumble like moron. My head spins like dips in a washing machine. It starts to feels sore. 


No Finntroll guys are around me. | just see unknown people around, look at me in annoying face. | just see 
Mathias with that redhead girl in the corner. He even doesn't look at the direction where | stand. What l'm 
afraid of is being real. 


Now | feel nauseous. My stomach feels like being hit by a heavy-weight boxer. | want to throw up, but | 
cannot. My mind still clings into the negativism about the broken hope inside me. | can be more relax and say 


‘well, maybe she's just a friend’, but | cannot. What | see now is a reality that paradox with my imagination 


| don't move anywhere, just stand here like a mummy, and look at Mathias who seems careless about my 
presence. | am nothing now. | suppose to realize this earlier before everything ends up like this, but I'm late. | 
love Mathias so much. 


Someone nudges my back violently and make me pissed off. | don't want to be disturbed in this situation, even 
with a small thing. This is not a small thing. Under the effect of alcohol a smooth nudge can be a big problem, 


what about the violent nudge. | have no mercy about this. 

"What the fuck are you doing, bastard?!" | curse and hit the big man in the face until his temple bleeds. He 
hits back at my nose and makes it bleeds severer than what | did to him. | stumble after the hit as my 
weight cannot hold his power and alcohol turns me into shit. 

| open my eyes but cannot see anything. | just can feel there is a helping hand pull me from the floor. | know it 
must not be Mathias. He is with his girlfriend. | don't know what shit that turns me like this pathetic son of a 
bitch. 


| try to wink my eyes again and again, but | only see the blurred lights, no more. The blood still flows from my 
nose and fulfills my mouth. | think | get hemorrhage. My blood doesn't stop and choke my throat. 


"Where am |? Where the fuck?" | rave loudly with a choked voice. | become scared by myself. 

| know | cannot synchronize my brain and my mouth, so that everything comes out, "I know you musn't be 
here to help me like that time, | know, your redheaded girlfriend must miss you after the tour, | know it, shit!" 
| murmur, "I know you will never care to me anymore." 


"This is what l'm afraid of during the tour," | weep, "everything between us is just temporary thing." 


| squirm like a fish without water. The pain in my body suddenly increases as my head throbs so badly. Finally, 
| throw up to the floor. 


Everything starts to fade away slowly. 


| open my eyes and the first thing | see is a white ceiling. It is still blurred and need more minutes to realize 


where | am. 


| look at the surrounding. It is a bedroom, but | don't know who owns this. Everything looks so tidy and clean. | 


don't know where | am and who takes me here. 
My jacket is gone nowhere. I'm topless and there are blood stains around my neck to my upper chest. 


When | try to wake up, everything spins so fast and pulls me to the bed again. So | just sit at the edge of the 


bed and wondering many things. | hear someone open the door. 

"You are waking up, how do you feel?" | surprise like hell. | notice that heavy voice. | know it so fucking well. 
| turn my body to look at someone who is speaking behind me. 

| open my mouth and stop breathing. 


It is Mathias Nygard stands with a tray of hot tea in his hand. He wears a white bathrobe and his hair is wet. 
He looks right to my eyes. 


"You? How.how could it be?" | stutter, "Mathias?" 


He puts the tray in the table and approaches me, "you were bleeding pretty bad after fighting with a man in 


the bar, you were unconscious and raved all the way, and | brought you here." His face looks so serious. 


My body trembles as | remember what | said last night in my raving, "oh, sorry, | don't know, and fusing you 
like bitch, so sorry." | say without looking at his face. 


| get up and decide better to go. I'm so embarrassed with what | said last night. 
Mathias holds my wrist so tight until | cannot move away. "Wait, you're still pretty messed” 
My eyes meet his and something like burns my chest. The warmth of feeling. 


"You got blood vomit last night, I'm worried that you're not okay," he smiles and tries to be patient to 


overcome a person like me. 
"Well, maybe l'm just sick," | scratch my head; "| need to get shower, can |?" 
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"Sure," he nods and smiles again 


We sit side by side on the bedroom couch. | drink the tea that he makes for me. It feels so delicious. Maybe it 


is made with affection Yeah, shit, why do | still hope for more from him after what | see? 

"Thanks for helping me," | start the conversation 

Mathias light a cigarette on, "never mind," he looks at me, "but | have some confirmations to tell to you," 

| feel my heart stops beating 

"First, | was there to help you like that time you stumbled" he billows the smoke away, "second, there is no 
girlfriend, and the red headed girl is my big cousin," he sighs, "last, what happened in the tour is not just a 


temporary thing, I'm not as bad as you think" 


| cannot say anything. My secret is revealed by someone whom | really love. I'm ashamed so badly. | want to 


die. 
He looks at me with a serious face-a very serious face. | hold my breath and overwhelm with this all. 


l'm just a coward. | stand up and walk away. Once more, he holds my wrist so tight, and | can see a fire in his 


eyes. Those very different eyes, unlike what | usually see. 


"Forgive me, l'm so fucking crap, | don't know what happens to me," | say slowly. | feel my eyes are so sore to 


hold the tears. 
He tries to look at my eyes, but | hide. 
‘Forgive me, maybe you cannot accept the strangeness in me. Sorry for not tell you about the truth of me. 


l'm different with many people around me. | feel what they don't feel. | know I'm just the same like them in 


case of loving somebody, but | have my own way." 
"Mathias." 


"Oh, let me make this simple," | sigh to hold my tears, "I'm gay, such a disgrace among the people in this 


hetero-dominated world, but | Am" 

"| can understand, | just” 

"You say you understood, but can you understand my feeling to you?" | ask 
Mathias just stares at me. 


‘lm so sorry, Mathias, but | love you so much, so much," a drip of tear wets my cheek. I'm crying, God, in 


front of a man whom | really love. 
Mathias unleashes his grip in my wrist. 


"I know if it maybe something hard to accept, | understand how this hetero-world running," | wipe my tears 


but it drops again and again, 


| want to continue my words, but Mathias stops me and pulls me to his arms. | sob badly. He hugs me so 
tight. | can feel he cries in silent too. 


“The world tries to unite us with the same name, now it tries to unite us with the same feeling,” he caresses 


my hair softly. 

| release his hug, "what? Same feeling?" 

‘lm regret not to confess to you earlier, but | just feel the same to what you feel, not only the way you love, 
but also the almost-same experience of being a homosexual in this hetero-dominated world," he takes me to 
sit, "I'm a gay too, | admit it" 

| smiles in relieve. 

"Stop crying, Mathias, | love you, too," he wipes my tears. 


| hug him so tight until | cannot feel my breath. 


When | release, he looks deeply in my eyes and pulls my face closer to him, | caress his jaw bones and in the 


next second, | know that he kisses me sweetly. 


| feel a real victory in my life. I'm pretty right about the taste of his lips. It's a sweet red cherry-the kissable 


cute lips. 


Our tongue collides in happiness and passion. | feel my body becomes warmed up. My hands play themselves 


and explore the strong chest hiding behind that white bathrobe. 
"I love you, Mathias, so badly,” | whisper in his ear. 
"I love you too, so much, Little Mathias," he giggles. 


"Little Mathias? It sounds pretty cool," | say and kiss him again 


Author's Notes: 
| see that this MEM are absolutely hot to be a couple. They seem so beautiful (if) they are together (in 


reality). well, even it is just my fantasy, | tried to make it real (at least) in my fantasy world. this time, the 
story is told in Vreth's point of view 


This is autumn. The wind blows cold-but it is colder because it's Finland! Helsinki is so gloomy today. | am 
gloomy too. It has been a month since the last time | met Mathias. After the tour, | go back to my hometown 
Pietarsaari because my mother is sick. | may be a misogynic person, but | love my mother no matter what. 
She is better now, so | can come back to Helsinki. 

| smile along the way | walk to Mathias’ apartment. | miss him so much. | even just kiss him for no more than 
five times since we start dating. We call each other everyday by phone, but it is not enough to fulfill my 


longing for him. 


Before | knock his door, Mathias opens it first. He appears from the back of the door and smiles sweetly. "Hey, 
handsome," he greets me and makes me melt. 


| close the door behind me and put my jacket in the couch. "You're not in rehearsal today, babe?" | ask while 


pull off my shoes. 
"No, I'm free this week. Whole of this week, you know," he answers and looks busy to prepare drink for me. 
| approach him to the kitchen and catch his hips from behind, "Gotcha!" 


Mathias chuckles and turn his face to look at me, "I miss you so bad!" and he kisses me passionately until l'm 


overwhelmed 
We kiss in the kitchen for a long time and forget the Smirnoff on the counter. 

"Stay here for tonight, please," Mathias begs me and pour the drink to two shot glasses. 

"Yeah, a good idea to release the longing between us," | kiss his cheek softly 

When he takes me to the bedroom, | feel a little bit nervous with filthy thought inside my head. He opens the 
door and turns the light on. Nothing happens. 


Until | realize that he catches me and lifts my body with both of his strong hands and pushes me to the 


corner of his wall. | am fucking shocked and my body shivers. He holds up my legs in the air with his warm 


groin and makes me wanna die. 

"Get shock, Little Mathias?" he grins like sweet devil. 

"Fuck you, Mathias," | laugh, "you scare mel" 

"Hm, little boy need to be more relax," he pulls off my t-shirt and starts to kisses me wildly. 


| struggle for some moments, but | know it is useless. He is stronger than me. His muscle shows it all. I'm give 


up and enjoy everything he does. 


Mathias sighs as | feel that his dick hardens behind his trousers, "you're horny, bitch," | mock and grope his 
sexy bulging buttocks. 


He uses his hands again to move my body from the wall to the bed and | realize that he want to fuck so 
badly. My heart beats so fast. | never fuck before. This will be my first time. Fucking first time, my ass! 


He strips my clothes and | do the same thing to him until there is only underwear left. | think he knows that 


lm nervous. 
His hand moves to my groin and asks me, "Are you nervous, honey?" 


| bit my lips like a fucking silly teenager, "| never fuck before," | feel my cheeks blush in pink now, "such a 
fucking retarded virgin" 


Mathias smiles like he doesn't believe me, "Are you serious?" 


| nod and grope the bulging dick. It looks so big. Maybe my fantasy is right that he has a satisfying weapon. 
When | touch it feels hardens and throbs. l'm amazed and forget a little bit of my nervous feeling. 


"Like it?" he kisses my ear and makes me hornier. 

"IFs so..big" | say and try to pull the dick out of the pants. He helps himself by strip his underwear. l'm 
amazed with the dick. It has perfect shape, curvy, pink, muscular, long and hard. Not really big, but and longer 
than mine. My dick is shorter but bigger in the diameters than him. | notice that there is something special. 
There is a platinum piercing in between his trunk and balls. So fucking sexy. 

"You pierced your dick? Jesus!" | giggle. 


"Hm, right, sexy isn't it?" he licks my ear and seduces me so badly. 


| grab his dick and jerk it slowly. | cannot hold myself to put my mouth on it and suck it. Its the first time | 


suck a dick. A little bit hard to do because my throat feels choked with the length but | enjoy it all the way. 


Mathias begs me for more and | obey him. | feel so happy to do this. Who know that someone | thought never 


will be mine at once, now here with me and want me to make love to him. It is such a great victory in my life. 


| pull out his hot dick from my mouth. He sighs and opens my legs wide. "It's my turn, honey, let me show you 
the art of sex," he grins and takes a bottle of lube from his desk 


The coldness of the lube fulfills my skin around my ass. He starts to explore the outer part of my ass hole. 


He rubs the wrinkle in my ass. | moan and cannot stop. | know nobody hear it. It's only me and him. 


He looks right to my eyes and smiles while his hand keeps rubbing my ass and starts to insert his big and long 
middle finger inside me. l'm shivered. His finger pushes right in my prostate, "Shit, honey, you got it, oh," | 


curse in pleasure. 


"Well, a good beginning, Little Mathias," he says and put the second finger together to my ass and | moan 
loudly as he scissors both of the fingers and makes me tremble so badly. My ass is gaped with the third 
finger, and now the fourth finger together inside me. l'm gaped so bad. 


‘Oh, I'm gaped," | protest as | rub my own ass after being fingered, "I want to see what does this look like." 


Mathias takes me to the couch that placed right in front of a whole mirrored wall. He asks me to lie on my 


back and open my legs widely. He commands me to put my legs up. 
"Now, you see," he sits beside me and shows me the gape by inserting his fingers again inside my ass. 


"Oh, shit," | cannot believe what | see, there is a gaped hole. It is wet and reddened in the entrance. | will never 


find my old tight ass anymore. 


"Are you ready to be more gaped?" Mathias kisses me lustfully and jerks my dick until my pre-cum leaks. We 
play with lube and wet our bodies until it glistened as fuck. 


| open my gaped ass with both of my hand and directing it to the air. Mathias pours much lube inside my hole 
and it feels so cool. We laugh and kiss again. 


Now, he is ready. He rubs my ass with his dick's tip and starts to enter it slowly. | sigh as the length of his 


dick starts to reach the end inside me. It is so fucking deep and | scream when he push it deeper. 


"Say goodbye for virginity, Little Mathias," Mathias starts to fuck me like a bitch. He pulls and pushes his dick 
inside my ass. He asks me to look at the mirror through our legs. There | found what does this screwing 
process looks like. It is so fucking hot. | can see his balls hanging sexily as it turn so reddish. The whole length 
of his dick disappears inside my gaping hole. | also can see how the lube finally squirts out slowly as he thrusts 
me again and again. Now it drips to my butt cheeks, then to the couch, and finally to the floor. 


| enjoy every step of this process. The process of losing my virginity, what the fuck. 
Its hurt, baby," | bit my own lips and grab his strong arms tightly. 


He calms me down, "Sssh, just relax, honey, it's hurt at the beginning, but later you will be addicted to this," 
he thrust me badly until | scream loudly. 


My world likes spinning around. At first, the painful feeling like being burned strikes me, but now, it slowly 
fades away. The constant stabbing and the rhythmic move makes me enjoy the process in a better feeling. | 
moan in pleasure every time Mathias fastens his thrust. 

He moans as his dick founds something pleasurable. A tiny tight hole that pins the dick. 

"How does it feel?" he asks me in gasping voice as his hips keep moving sexily, "it's so good, right?" 

| just answer him with nodding and moan. 

"Your ass is a holy fucking grail, baby, | want to come," he gasps. 

"Let me come first, please," | beg in gasp. 


“Sure, you will," he hardens his thrusts inside my ass and makes me moan loudly. 


| look at his face. He looks at me too. He doesn't smiling. His face turns so fucking red as he feels a great 
pleasure. His tiny lips trembles in ecstasy. 


He does six deep and fast thrusts until | feel | cannot hold on any longer. l'm giving up. | grip my own reddened 
dick and my semen squirts without being jerked off. | scream louder than ever. It squirts all over my belly and 
Mathias's face. | feel | lost myself in pleasure and shivers, "Fuck!" 


Mathias grins in victory and does about ten thrusts until he says, "my turn is coming, fuck," he pulls his dick 


almost out of my ass and pushes it in again in speed. His face looks so fucking sexy. 

‘I'm coming, baby," he moan loudly as | can feel his dick throbs wildly inside my ass and a second after, | 
realize that there is something squirts inside. It fulfills the space inside my ass. | look at the mirror and see 
some drips of thick white liquid squirting out of my ass and comes to the couch. 


"So fucking good, | love you Mathias," | kiss him softly on his lips. 


He doesn't move his body. He smiles in pleasure and caresses my hair, my face and my wet chest. | grin and 


touch his flat and wide torso, "look at the mirror," | command. 


"Well fucked!" he curses and laughs as he looks at the mirror. He pulls out his dick from my ass and | can see 


all of his semen drips out through my well-gaped hole. 


"What the hell," | feel so amazed with his job, "I'm not virgin anymore," | chuckle and observe my gaped hole 
through the mirror. | love the way his semen spurts out of my ass hole. He breeds me, just like that. 


Mathias doesn't stop. He inserts his finger inside again to measure the difference. Now it feels so loose. His 


fingers crook inside to make his semen comes out. 


"This is a well fucked hole," he says in pride. 


We move to the bed and cuddle together in warmth and not so long after, we fall asleep quickly. Our bodies 
feel so tired. 

I'm happy because he is the one who does it to me for the first time. What we just did makes me more love 
him so much. Now, | can be like anybody else in this world. | have someone | love beside me-who loves me too 


and we make love together in passion, just like mostly of you people do. 


